few months' tenancy it was submerged by the tidal wave of
jerrybuilt settlements, but it was so secluded that within the
hedges of its garden complete peace reigned, save for one or two
serpents. I loved it, I loved the almond tree, the apple blossom
outside the kitchen window, the view of Harrow-on-the-Hill
from the bedroom windows, the intervening group of elms with
the rooks cawing around them, the market gardens through
which we used on summer evenings to stroll, accompanied not
only by our dog, but also by our cat, a strange animal.

At Ghristmastide 1927 the moving men came and took our
few pieces of furniture, which I had so sweated to procure,
and carried them away to storage. We packed our modest
wardrobe in our cheap trunks and sent them to the station.
The rooms we had loved so well were empty. As we went down
the lane we took a last look at the house. The snow lay heavy
on it and on the trees; at that rare Ghristmastide snow fell
abundantly. I was 32. The house was my first real home in
England. I had had it a few months. I left a piece of my
heart in it, for now I was leaving England again and, as I
instinctively felt, for good.

We were bound for Germany. I was torn between ex-
hilaration in a new career, and regret at losing England, which
I loved but of which I had never been able to feel myself a part.
That pain lasted for three years. Then changes began to occur
in me.
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